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knew what had happened to him, and
that was me, for with my own even 1
saw the skipper tip up his hesls and
put him over the rail in the middle
watch of a dark night two dayas before
we alghted the Shetland lights,

“Well, 1 kept my knowledge to my-
gelf and walted to see what wonld
come of It. When we got back to Rcot-
Iand it was easlly hushed up, and no-
body asked any questions, A stranger
died by aceldent, and it was nobody's
business to inquire. Rhortly after Pe.
ter Carey gave up the sen, and it wan
long years before [ conld find where he
was. 1 guessad that he had done the
deed for the sake of what was In that
tin box and that he conld afford now
to pay me well for keeping my mouth
shut,

“1 found out where he was throngh
a sallor man that had wet him in Lon.
don, and down 1 went to squeeze hin.
The first night he was reasonable
enough and wnas ready to give me what
would make me free of the sen for life,
We were to fix it nll two nights later.
When I came I found him three parts
drunk and in a vile temper. We sat
down, and we drank, and we yarned
about old times, but the more he drank
the less 1 liked the look on his face.
1 spotted that harpoon upon the wall,
und I thought I might need it hefore I
was through. Then at Ilnst he broke
out at me, spitting and curaing, with
murder in his eyes and a great clasp
knife in his hand, If{e had pot thne
to get It from the sheath before T had

the barpoon through him. Heavens,
what a yell he gave! And his face gets
between me and my slecp. [ stood

there, with Lis blood splashing round
me, and I walted for a bit, but all
wae qulet, so 1 took heart once more.
I looked round, and thore was the tin
box on the shielf. I had ns much right
to it ax Peter Carey, anyhow, #uv [ took
It with me and left the hut. Like a
fool, 1 left my bacey peuch upon the
table.

“Now I'll tell you the queerest part
of the whole story. I had harvdiy got
yutside the hut when I heard some
me coming, and 1 hld among the
»ushes. A man came slinking along,
went into the hut, gave n cry as if he
yad seen a ghost ond legged it as hard
18 e could run until he was out of
sight, Who he wus or what he wanted
W more than I ean tell, For my part,
I walked ten miles, got a train at Tun-
bridge Wells, nnd so reachied lLondon
and no one the wiser,

“Well, when I c¢ame to examine the
bax 1 found there wag no money in it
ind nothing Lut papers that T wounld
not dare fto sell. 1 had lost my hold
on HKlack Peter and was stranded in
London without a shilling, There was
only my trade left, 1 saw these ad-
vertisements about harpooners and
high wnges, so 1 went to the shipping
agents, and they sent me here, Tunt's
pll T know, and 1 sny ngain that if I
kilied Black Peter the law ghould give
me thanks, for I saved them the price
of a hempen rope.™

“A  very clenr statement,” sald
Holmes, rizsing and lighting hir pipe,
“T thinl:, Hopkins, that you should
loge no tinie in conveying vour pris-
oner' to a plaee of safety. This room
in not well ndapted for o eell, and Mr.
Patrick Cairns occuples too large 8
proportion of onr carpet.*

“Mr. Holmes," gald Hopkins, "I da
innt know how to express my gratitude.
‘Even now 1 do not undersiand how
you attained this result.”

“8imply by having the good fortuue
to get the right clew from the begin-
ning. It is very poassible §f 1 had
known ahout this notehook it migit
have led away my thoughts, as it did
fours. But all I heard pointed in the
one direction. The amazing strength,
the skill in the use of the harpoon, the
rumi antd water, the sealskin tobacco
pouch with the coarse tobncco—all
thesr pointed to a seaman and one
who had been a whaler. 1 wag con-
vinced that the Initials ‘P. .! upon the
pouch were a colneldence and not
those of P'eter Carey, since he geldom
smoked and no pipe was found in hin
cahin, You remembier that | asked
whether whisky and brandy were in
the cabin. You said they were. How
many landsinen are there who wonid
drink rum when they could get these
other aspirita? Yes, 1 was certain it
was & seaman."

“And how did you find him?"

“My dear gir, the problem had be-
frome g very siniple one. If it were g
seamaun it conld only be n geamnn who
had been with him on the Bea Unicorn,
Bo far as 1 could learn he had salled
In no other ship, [ spent thiee days in
wiring to Dundee, and at the end of
that time T had ascortained the names

*of the erew of the Rea Unicorn in 1883,
When I found Patrick (‘alrns aniong
the harpooners miy resenrch whs near-
Ing its end, 1 argned that the man
was probably in London and that he
woiuld desire to Ieuve the country for
t time. I therefore kpent some days
In the east end, devised un aretle ex-
pedition, put forth tempting terms for
barpooners who would kerve under
Captain Basll—and behold the pesult!”

“Wanderful!" cried Hopkins, *“Won-
derful!”

“You must obtain the relense of
young Neligun as soon ns possihle,'
sald Holmes. “I confess that 1 think
you owe him some apology. The tin
hox must be returned to him; but, of
rourse, the securities which Poter q.
rey has sold are lost forever, Thepa's
the cab, Hopkins, and you enn remove
your man. [f you want me for the
trial, my address and that of Watsoy
will be somewhere In Norway, 1'll
#end partieulara later.”

—

Our lmmigrants From Russis.

Before Rusain's eastern war began
bundreds of thousands of her popula-
lion were on the edge or in the actunl
plach of starvation, and the number
nust now be greatly Incrensed, though
there fs Mo recent siatiatical record
bearing on the subject. Al Russla
jeems to be looking to Ameriea ag Its
land of hope and promise, the number
toming In being greater than ever he-
Pore, with a prospect of further and
practically unlimited increage, of which
the Jews neem certain to make up theip
Full proportion. The Jewish Immigpa-
tion society of New York bas recent) |
sent out an appeal to various Heb,uw
benevolent organisations asvking them

40 ha .p find work for of thelr
mog liready In New and In or-
need of emp , with more

t» fome, out of reserves of Bemitic pop-
ulation, which seem to be and practical-
are inexhaustible.—~New York Trib-

% -»

Calmage
| Sermon

By Rev.
Frank De Witt Tsimage, D.D.

-

Loa Angeles, Cal, June 25.—In this
rermon, suited to the vacation season,
the preacher takes for his pulpit a
lofty peak overlooking the Yosemite
valley and for his theme the vivid im-
pressions awakened by hls Inspiring
surroundings. The text is Psalm xlv,
4, "The strongth of the hills Is his,"

The word “big'" ia absolutely appro-
priate when applied to the United
Hintes. Dig nre we Iin geographical
area, Individually, many of the Euro.
penn monnrchies conld be placed fnside
of our state of Texns, aud yet there
wottld be enongh left to set up In gov-
ernmentn]l business a Bulgaria or n
I"ortugal or A Switzerland, besides hav-
Ing to spare A front yard and a back
sard Inrge enough for the kingdoin of
n prinee of Monte Carlo. Big are we
In natural resources. No harvest ficlds
nnd cotton plantations greater than
ours, No area of coul and fron bedn
antd golkd and sliver and copper mines
greater than ours. Big are we in the
conceptions of our people, The might.
lest rallroads, the Inrgest tunnels, the
mightiest aqueducts, the mightieat
bridges are here, Big nre we In the
numbers of our inhnbitants, besldes
belng big In our way of dolng things,

“Big"” 18 1 word which ean be applied
to the United States, but that word
“hlg" especially ean be applied to her
patural wonders of Nlagara falls and
Yollowstone park and the Grand Can-
yon of Arlzona, and, ahove nll, to Amer-
fea's wonderful Yosemite valley, which,
as a wonderlnnd, has not its superior
In all the world. The first time 1
viewed It was under specinlly favor.
nble circumstences, We left the rall-
road in the early hours of the morn-
fug for & long, seventy-two mile drivo
to this wonderful place, It war a day
passing description and crowded with
mervelous memorleg, Rometimes, dur-
Ing that long, twelve hours' ride, wo
conld plek whole bouguets of wild
flowers, The Hora of n [luxuriant
springtime was lLldding us welcome.
Then the storm clouds shut us in and
the sun disappeared. Then, na we
cllmbed up and up the heights cf the
Bierra Nevandas, we shivered and shook,
first in a rainstorm, agnin in a bhail-
storm and then in a blinding snow-
storm. Our limbs beeame so cramped
that cireulation was almost stopped, but
on and on and on we went until it drow
near to the evening hour. Then the
storm cleared awny. God lifted the cur-
tnins of the elouds, and suddenly the
grandest view ever panoramaed Lefore
mortal eyes wns mine.

“Thers,"” snid the driver, “Iv Yosem-
ite valley!" “Then," seid I, "one of
the drenms of my life is ¢ulfilled.” But
though I have dreamed maony wonder-
ful dreams, though I have seen mapy
of the wonder scenes of the werld, I
never dreamed of or saw a sight like
that. Chaos and cosinos, love and hate,
beauty and revolting hideousness, sum-
mer and winter, hoary headed moun-
tnins with their snowcaps of spotless
white and with thelr limbs lined knee
deep in wild flowers: appalling preci-
plees and lovers' retreats; roaring,
rushing cataracts, with thelr “spirits
of the evll winds,” and ralnbows play:
lug nmid the mists, and as passemen-
teriea coloring the nether robes of the
different falls; repulsions and fascina-
tlons—all seemed to be there. They
were stretching out their hands toward
me and ealling, “Come, bLrother, come
and sit at my feet, Come, and I will
hurl thee from yonder cliffs and upon
thy poor mangled body 1 will let the
vultures and the wild beasts banquet.
Come, and I will show thee sights and
wouders of which thou hast never con-
relved. Come, come!” Amid ten thou.
sanddifferent voices In one greatchorus,
“Come, come, come!" they kept call-
ing. And the erhoing mountains off in
a distance threw back the calls as
from great sounding boards. "Come!
Come! Come!" Even today in imagina-
tion 1 can hear those strange, welrd,
conflicting volces calling me. Oh, the
many emotions that surged through
my Loart and soul when I first looked
down from *“Inspiration helght" and
descended into the farther valley. As
the rocks and the cliffs began to close
In around me 1 felt as did Doote with
Virgil by his side that I was descend-
ing Into hell. At the next moment I
keemed to fecl that angelic companions
wore by my side and that the para-
disineal gantes of poarl were opening
for my celestlal entrance. Michael An.
gelo painted both heaven aud bell in
one picture. Yosemite valley is a “Last
Judgment.'

Coronation Robes.

Everywhither I turned joy and sor-
row, peace and anguish, happluess and
terror, celestial Gabriels and demonlac
Frankenstelns, white winged hopes and
raven garmented messengers of de-
gpalr, side by slde as clif dwellers,
wore Inhnbiting the dark caverns of
those rocks, or were waving to me from
thone dizzy heights, or were hovering
under those tents of snow canvas, or
were dwelling In enchbanted palaces far
fbove, yet within the range of my won-
dering sight. “Are those atorm clonds T
1 nsked myself. Then I would anawer:
“No. Those are Dot storm clouds.
Those are coronation robes, for I see
them waving over catbedrals and over
village kirk spires” Angels seemed
to be holding those garments in thelr
hands while listening to the worship-
Ing suppliants within at prayer and
saylng, “These robes, O weoping mor-
tals, nre for you as soon as your earth-
Iy work |s done and you shall come to
dwell with Christ forever.”

Here the rocks seemed to be great
avalanches of snow or overtopping gla-
clers of lce ready to tumble down upen
us and crush us; there they seemed
to be whole cities In ruins, as though
ten thousand Vesuviuses bad belched
forth their fires and demolished them
And thom. the demons bad ¢pbumed

ken walls and yed
houscs, jJust to show what swful car
boge pandemonium had wrought. Here
there seemed to be huge mountains cut
In twaln with the other halves thrown
away into space; there they looked

»

like worids just started and then left
in n formmtive state, na though the
Divine Creator had gone off and forgot:
ten nll about them. Here they aeemed
to be unacalable heighta erected na
walls about & huge prison for lost
nonls, while there, again, as In Ben.
tinel rock, they seemed to be signal
stations lifting themnelves high above
the clouds to put ua In touch with other
worlds and with God. Thus {here walls
of rock, these fortresscs of rock, these
mighty obellaks and pyramids of rock,
these great sheets of rock nipon which
God had reglstered the historles of the
ages, secmed to be objeet lessons. 1t
was as though the Creator had eponed
his treasure vaults just a little that wo
might peer In and see his unlimited re.
sotrcoa,

As the evening hours sottled Into the
night the Inst thought Inspired by such
mblime surroundings more and more
took posscssion of my soul. There as
I lay upon my plllow under the shad-
ow of Hentinel rock and gozed at Ei
Capltan and Washington column and
Half Dome and Griszly peak. and while
listening to the evening lullaby of the
Yosemite falls, T snld to myself: "If
God wills, T will try to tell to my peo-
ple the wondera of Yosemite valley, 1
will try to ahow them that the strength
of the hilla there revenled la the pym-
bol of the divine strength.” The psaim-
Ist's words, apoken thousands of years
ago, were my words In the darkness
of that night, and they are my words
now, “The strength of the hille," or, as
the revised veralon puts It, “The helghts
of the hills are his nlso.”

The Great Yonemite Valley.

Great 1s Yosemite valley! Great in
Its heights, grent ita depths, great its
lengths and ita breadths. But, great
na is Yoremite valley, you must re-
member that the same helghta and
depthe and lengths and breadths of
rocks are directly under your fect and
mine, although we cannot see them.
They are hern to hold us up just as
much as the foundation stones of our
church are underneath our feet to bear
the church up. They are here just as
much as a nolid cornerstone had to be
plneed at the base of Washington mon-
ument In our national capital or ar the
foundation stones were ploced under
the abutmenta of the Brooklyn bridge
or the solld rock Is under Eiffel tower
in Paris.

Aa I elimbed the awful, dirzy
helghts of one of the Rlerrn Nevadas,
by the edge of an nppalling precipice
to Glucier polnt, this one thought was
uppermost in my mind. Rending and
windlng we go. Up and up the gurs
fonted beasts enrry us, higher and still
higher. Then the rocks by the side of
the preciplee grow deeper and deeper
at each step. At last we are at the
top, after a long five mile pull. Then,
by holding on to a ralling, you can lonk
strajght down 8.250 feet. At this al-
titude of nearly two-thirds of a8 mile 1
looked straiglit down and saw the Mer-
ced river. It wns not n silver thread
bending and winding among the many
trees In the wvalley; It was a green
snake, beautiful, but green. Its surface
reflected every sbade of green, from
the darkest green, dark as Emerald
pool, to the lightest shades of agqua-
marine and chrysophrase. Yoaemite
falls' white garments alone have n fall
of 2,600 fect, or nearly one-half of a
mile, Then, while I kept looking down
into that awful preciplce—looking
down a palisade so deep that I seemed
to be looking into space itself—a atill,
small volce seemed to talk to me,
When God cnlled to Samuel, he called
at night. To me, standing there upon
the pulpit of Glacler point, it seemed
that he called in the daytime, That
voice wan so real to my imagination
that I turned to my wife and asked,
“"Were you speaking?' “No; did you
bear any one talking?' she replied.
“Yes," I anawered; "I thought I heard
A voice and that It must be the volce
of the Lord."

Then the mysterious voice seemed to
address me in these words: “When you
go back to your pulpit you will walk
the stone streets of a great city. You
will climb these, the beautiful moun-
tains from the tops of which you can
se¢ tha sun setting among the heaving
wavm of the western Pacifie. To the
east you can see the sunbeams of the
early morning burning themselves inta
the golden nuggets of many orange ci-
chards. You can hear the mowing mu-
chines fighting thelr way through the
harveat flelds nt your feet. But re-
member underueath you is the saine
rock, the same depths of rock, the
same immensities of rock you now see
from Glacler point in Yosemite valley,
Remember, O man, thet I put those
rocks underneath thee that the waters
of the Pacifie might e an aquarium
for thee and that the fields might feed
thee and that thy home might not be
bullt upon the sinking sands, Even in
the unseen rocks ! am ever near thee,
loving, caring, sustaining ond protect.
lng my children."

Yolce of the Unseon Recks,

Does this volce of the unseen rocks
apeak to you of God's love, as on the
panoramic rocks se+en from Glacler
point it seemed to apeak to me of the
divine love when [ stood in old Yosem-
{te?

But the heighta of the hills and the
depths of the valleys of Yosemito teach
more ihan the ever present, sustalning
care of o Divine ¥ather. Those rocks

were to nie librarles of the past cen-
turies and of the mfillenniuma, You
aud 1 bLave read about the famnus
libraries of ancient Alexandria and
Ninevell and Babylon, We bave heard
that these ancient books were 5o many
that in Alexandria alone it took six
montha to destroy part of them when
those parchments and manuscripts
were usiid for common fuel to light the
fires of tie 4,000 bathrooms of that
great city. But I want to tell you that
when a man rides through Yosemite
valley and elimbas ita diszy beighta he
in looking upon the historlie pages of
bhooks older than the oldeat tablets of
stone exhumed from amid the ruins of
an anclent Troy. He s looking at a
greater library than all the booksof Nin-
eveh, Babylon or Alexandria combined.
There ho ia looking upon the millions
of open leaves of rock written uppn
by the pen of but one Auther, and
that pen is "the finger of God."

It the recoided pages of tho ?u
of rock found among the shelved of
rock and upon the floors of rock and
lylng open upon the tables of rock of
Yosemite valley do not teach ue that
God an an author has been living cen.
turles t2an centuries and millenniume

‘| Yes, but bave you e

upon millenniums ago and that he will
also live and work through the cen-
tariea and the milleaniums to come,
then I say the Yosemite rocks “teach
um pothing.” Then we have eyes to sca
and we will not see, nnd we bhave ears
to hear nod we will not hear., Every
step you take, every move you make,
presses homeo the one truth--that the
Croator of thia region is eternal In Ris
own life and eternal Iu his purposes,

Maripesa grove, which grows just
outalde of this valley and practically
under the shndow of Kl Capitan, as
living orators tench the etornal pur-
poses and workings of the Divine Fa-
ther, My, what big preachery they are!
About 600 of them grow ncar together,
as though they were asbamed of thelr
big girtbs and asbamed because, like
Baul, they ralee their huge bodies not
only hend and ehoulders above all oth-
er troes, but because thiey mnke other
treas look llke pygmins besida them.
“Grizaly Bear,”” "Columbia,” “Haver
ford,” “Mariposa,” “"Wawona," "Cali-
fornia,” “Telescope,” “The Three
Graces,” nre some of the modern names
given to these famous trees. Bome of
them are over 300 feet tall. One i 104
feet in circumference and I8 feet from
alde to slde. One |8 cut in the middle
at the base nod has A sguare cut out of
it 80 large that a greut, three sented
stageconch with top covering, drawn
by four horsea, can be driven through
it. 'This tree wns on the right of ums, it
was to the left of us, it was above us,
it was underneath us. One of this snme
kind of trees In a nelghboring grove
waa cut down a few years ago that its
stump might be used ns a danclug
fioor by viniting tourists. o huge, so
gigantic 8 "0Old Grizzly" that it hoa
one branch, one right arm nlone, twen-
ty feot in clrenmference. When [
stood under this huge monster it 1ifted
{teelt mo high and so wide that I felt
ita size almost passed buman concep-
tion, Why, a wart on one of “Old
Grizzly's"  cheeks would ULe large
enough to be used for an Indian wig-
wam., A golter on his neck would beo
big euough to house a whole family of
white folks and give to them n eellar,
parlor and bedroom floors, attic and a
cupola besldes, And (ts myriads of
roots are almost enough to fence in tha
fields of an ordinary farm,

Mariposa Grove,

The trees of Mnriposa grove, grand
old veterana are they! No other liv-
ing warriors have fought so many bat-
tlen, What mighty fornadoes have
they defled! What strength of a thou-
sand Herculeses I8 In those iron back-
bones! Whut unconquerable licighta
Linve they! Whnt forest fires have
they endurefl! But, after all, the most
Impressive fact to me abont these trees
I8 not thelr great girth nor thelr great
beight, but that they are living trees.
They are oot mummified trees found
among the cemeteries of dend trees.
“What Is the greatest foct that Im-
presses you about the blg trees?” 1
asked a gentleman. “That they are
alive,” he answered. Yes, that is the
overwhelming fact about Mariposa
grove, Those big trees are alive, just
a8 we are allve. You can go nund stand
by some of them and see thelr sidea
wrinkled and searad like the Indenta-
tions upon the cheek of the sphinx of
the Hgyptian desert, but you can feel
that they are alive. You can see where
some of their sides have been burned
by forest fires, In the Haverford tree
the wood burned out of one side has
left & cavity large enough to shelter
twenty borses or head of cattle from
the winter atorms, yet the Haverford
tree In alive, The great Telescope tree
bad forest fires eat Into its sldes and
tunnel thelr way into its center and
then from the center hurn up until you
can stand at the bottom of the tree
and look up through It and see the blue
aky of the heavens above you. Yet the
Telescope tree Is alive and still grow-
iug. The six hundred trees of Marl-
posa grove are emphatically alive.

An I stood with uncovered head amhd
the huge trees of Mariposa grove "Old
Grizzly,” the greatest of the group, If
he could have spoken might have said:
“White man of the east. you think you
belong to a race of kings, but I would
tell you that you are not a king. You
are so short lived that you ure no more
to we than the Insect which is born

of old age at the setting of the sun is
fo you. You thiok you knuw the past,
but 1 have seen more slghts and hearil
more sounds than your people will ever
see or hear though they muy live to
be as old as Methuselah. My enrs hinve
heard the birth cries and the death rat-
tles not of generations, but of specles,
When I had been living thousands of
years I heard the click of the trow-
els and the groan'.gs of the machinery
that Jfted the rocks and laid the cap-
stones of the pyramids. When I
stretched my head anhove the elouds so
that 1 could mee upon the other side
of the world 1 eomkl see the thrones of
the Caesars lift themselves nnd then
totter and fall, I heard the angels
chant the song of the Nativity above
Bethlehem of Judaen. I have seen
Athens rise In her power and the Gre-
clan sculptors and the poets wax and
wune and die. The old mound bullders
used to pitch their wigwams at my
fest. Backwnrd, still backward, Into
time 1 go. long before the coyote's
call was heard among the hills or the
grizely bear growled at the Indinns
who afterward took their name 1 lived,
Tuough I have lived at least 5,000
years in the past, I am living still.
Furthermore, I will contlnue to live
ecenturles upon centuries after your
volce has died away., I aball speak
to your great-great-groat-great-great-
great-grandchiidren as I am now apeak-
ing to you." Oh, yes, the old trees of
Maripoan grove tench nothing If they
do not preach to us the eternal pur-
poses of God or of God working
through the centuries,
A Thousand Years Nothiag.

A thousand years In God's sight are
but as yesterday, or ns & watch in the
night. 1f the trees of Mariposa grove
teach us this, how much more must
the libraries of rock among the shelves
of Yosemite hilla teach the same les-
sons. We look with wonderment upon
some of the vames or the housebold
pottery used by the American or Mex-
L lcan aberigines. You say, “They were
"ueated In tires thousands of years ago."

stopped to think
re ligbted by tho
banda of God ich hardened younder
rocks? Have you ever atopped to
reckon how old must have been those
pencils of e which wrote yonder
chapters vrnen thagg  hillaldes and

when the fires

In a day, grows old In a day and dies '

which, millenninms ago, as glaciers,
polished: theme walls untll today they
refleet the light of the rislog sun na
btirnished mirrors? Can you see with
nnked eye the atar as a sigual fire
burning on the picket line at the far-
thermost outer edge of all stars? Can
you, at A mere haphasard guess, state
the direct distances between thin earth
and that star? Can you go up and up
in imagiuation until you sce the senith
for a footstool and the nadir for a
bright jewel in your coronet. Then, if
you can, you may estimate how long it
took God, in his cternn] purpose, to pro-
duce yonder rocks and how long that
eternal purpose shall live after the Yo.
semite vadley itself shall be cremated
in the furnace of the earth's last con-
flagration. If these rocks teach us that
thousnnds nnd milllons of years In
God's sight are as but a second of time,
do you not belleve we can trust to his
care the few years we are upon this
planet? If God can use the ages for
playthings, may we not be satisfied to
let him do with us as he will for the
short space of threescore years and
ten, which Is man's nllotted span upon
earth? “God is a spirit, Infinite, eter-
nal' Yes, the everlasting rocks of Yo-
semite prove It. These rocks sball echo
the judgment call In that day, when
the nngel shall stand with one foot
upon the land and the other foot upon
the sen, and swear that time shall be
no longer. But while time endures,
everywhere in Yosewmite, you may find,
us 1 did, God spenking, God pleading,
God drawing us to his love,

And 5o Yosemite, beautiful Yosemite,
with snow capped hills and with sweet
acented valleys at thy feet, I wava
to thee a farewell, Thou didst make of
me a better man. Amid thy eolumns
it was as it T hnd walked with the Di-
vine Muker of the unlverse at the dawn
of creation, By the lullabies of thy
falling waters 1 slept to dream of the
God of my ehildhood. From thy mir-
rored pools I have seen there reflected
the misdeeds of my past life. From
thy tralls I bave learned that it 1s easy
to follow the “strait path' If you do not
look down, but stralght sahend In the
place where the padestrian ought to go.
Happler have I turned back to my own
bhome and my own work, a better man,
because the Christ of the Nazarene
hills wlio welcomed me among thy
peaks Is to continue to be my gulde |n
the lowlands. Tarewell, Yosomite,
grand, overpowering, crushing, yet
gentle and tender. Farewell, friend;
farewell!

[Copyright, 1505, by Louls Klopsch.)

Pasnlog of the Hitehing Post,

“Have you noticed,” asked n Kansas
Clty man the other day, “how the
hitehing post {s disappearing? A few
yeara ago alinost every residence and
wany stores in Kansas City bad hiteh-
ing posts in frout of them. Now yon'll
have to go a long way to find a single
post. The hitching ring has been a fac-
tor in the disappearance of the post,
but the hitching weight has been a big-
gor one, People used to think the
weight {neffective. They have changed
thelr minds. Tie a horse to a past or
& ring, and If be becomes frightened
the chances are he'll break the strap,
Then he is free to run, Hitch him with
& weight, and he may try to run, but
it will become entangled in the wheels
of the vebicle or will twist the strap
around the animal's legn. The resulk
will be the horse stops and is caught.
The Litching post is rapidly becoming
a thing of the past io cities, and the
ring is following it. The weight, I be-
lleve, is here to stay."—Kansas City
Times.

Golt Drivers Born, Not Made.

“l am convinced that long driving Is
a natural gift,” says Walter J. Travis
in Country Life In America. “Of
course it can be cuitivated and devel.
oped to a certain extent, but all the
art in the world cannot entirely over-
come physical deficlencles. Driving
may be sald to represent the physical
slde of golf and rehort approaches and
putting, especially putting, the men-
tal. Of the two I think that the Iatter
is the more susceptible of Improve-
ment.'

The Parsee Fold.

In recent years several wealthy Par-
seea have married European wives and
brought them into the Parsee fold,
Now, the Parsecs have decided that
they will admit no more converts.
Even the children of I’arsees marriml
to Christian mates will not be recog-
nized as Parsees., This singular race—
people of Fnrs or Persia—are the fire
worshipers, whose prophet, Zoronster,
or Zarathustra, lived about a thousand
years before Christ, Their sacred
writings, the Zend-Aveata, were col-
lected by the magl in their presemt
form in the fourth cemtury of the Chria:
tlan ern. The FParsees continue! to
fliourish till the year 651, when the
Caliph Omar conquered Persla and ex-
tirpated the Zorastrian faith, Only a
few thousands remiined in Persla, but
the Parsees, scattered in the chief soa-
ports of the Indian ocean, bave no rea-
son to regret their exile. They bave
amassed wealth by trade and fAnaneial
dealings.

" Sunday In France.

The Quiver contains an articles on
‘“The Bunday Rest Movement In
France," which gives an interesting ac-
count of the progress made by the
movement for the observation of Bun-
day as a day of rest. A “league of
buyers'" bas been formed which will
do mueh, it i= hoped, to obviate Bunday
labor. "Polnt de dimanche pour mol
excepte dana la saison morte’ ("'NoSun-
day for me except in the dead sem-
son"), sald to me the other day a
weary gmirl in a millinery shop—and
that in & country that knows no Bat-
urday balf holiday. There have been
in Nimea and other important tewns
such outbreaks on bebalf of a seventh
day rest on the part of shopworkers
and others that police and evem sol-
diery have been called on to protect
to the influence of

What and Where Is Heaveat

Alger says that “beaven” Is not dis-
tinetively a world situated somewhere
in immenaity, but that it is “a dtate of
pure spiritual existence, baying neth-
lng to do with sny specisl time or
place.” He further says that "heaven
is a mtate of the soul or & state of soel-
ety under the rule of God's will, sither
In this life or In a future state of ex-
istence.” From the above it is clear
that the great sutherity therein quot.
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vopd et “Lenven' does not
tan A haunded place of abode, but
taply unlimited oxistencs In a state
f joy for the souls of virtuous re-
mercteras of God'a laws.—London Stand-
ird.

A True Rory.

Ex-Judge Thomas F. Noonan of Jen
sey City was deacribing his experi-
ences while traveling ncross country
to hils mining property 1o Arisona and
told how the pamy, while on one of
the ledgos of a canyon, deacried three
wild ducks wabbling along 'shoulder
to shoulder,

“We'll have those for breakfast," said
Joe Ray, a famous crackeman of the
frontler, and Aquiln Neheker. president
of the Utali state senate, who s equal-
I¥ handy with n gun, selzed his repeat-
er to take alin at them,

“You dou't Intend to kill 'em one by
one?" Ray objecied. "Bring ‘em all
down with one shot.”

Nebeker walisd till all three necks
were in one range and let iy,

“And would yon believe,” Judge Noo-
nan nsked his friends, ‘‘that he cut off
nll three heads with one bullet?"

“Well," returned ex-Judge Al Day-
ton hesitatingly, "If yon sny so!"

“Well" Noonan concluded, “I won't
sny it. Thin s a true story. He missed
all three,"—New York Times.

Barlin Schoel Childeen,

This year. for the first time. all the
children In the schools of Berlin were
examinod na to thelr health. There were
15,000 children and thirty-six examin
ers. The results were astounding. Ten
per cent of the children were found In:
sufclently developed in body and mind
and had to be excluded for half a yem:
or longer. Bixteen per cent were mot
strong enough to attend school, ow:
ing to the debilitating eact of scarlet
fever and other diseases. Fifteen pey
cent suffered from anaemin or acrofula,
Mve per cent hnd tubercniosis trouble,
ete,

ON BRITISH SHIPS,

The Life of the Seaman s Hardly
Worth the Living.

Among the many mntters that are
troubling Euglishmen s the practical
disappearance of the native British sea-
mau and the |ocrease of foreign sall-
ora on British sliips. Percivil Gihbon
throws some light on the cause, He
says: “The life I8 nnt worth living.
The whole truth of the affair Is in that
fuct. The rates at which ecargo must
be ecarvicd requive that the mere food
eaten shnll be of the lowest and cheap-
eat quality. The board of trade regu-
lates the quantliy and Insures n certuin
variety, but (1 speak from experience)
this avalls nothing to make the fare or-
dinarlly pulatable. TIts staple Is bis-
ecult, salt beef and salt pork. Meals
are eaten lu the furecastle, where a ta-
ble or a bench is a rarity, and the men
muat find their own plates, knives,
forka and other equipment. The ship
gives only the food and the bure bunks,
The wage of a sallor I8 alwnys smnll.
Taking receut years, | think a falr
average of the wonthly wages from
home ports would be $10. It meana
that no sallor can bring up a family
or keep a wife, and it certainly means
that no man can bope to save enough
to Insure some provielon for bis old
Age. AR a matter of fuct, I never met
a seaman who attempted to. The mon-
ey goes as soon o8 it le received In
establishing as sharp a contrast as pos-
slble with the nching discomfort and
barrenness of life at sea, The man hns
no appetite for delleacies. When his
term of bitter hardehip I8 at an end he
ernves for the strong meats of rulnous
disslpation, and, the mouey goue, he

has no option hut to ship agein as seon
a8 posaible and earn some more.

“In 18640 T shipped in Philadelphia an
tble seamau anboard a wooden full
rigged ship, bound round the Horn for
Ban I'rapcisco, There were seven able
seamen bhesides mypelf, four ordinary
seamen and a boy. We had a foarful
passage of 170 days, during which we
loat four A, B.'s and the boy. Durlog
thirty days off the Horn all hands were
called twenty-two times; we ran short
of water and food, when we loocsed
the halyards In Racramento bay we
were too dobe up to lewer away and
let the yards come crashing down on
to the caps. It was abeut ns hard a
passage a8 & abip's company ever ex-
peviencetl,

“Next day we were paid off. My
wages were §13, and were the best of
those received by the able seamen.
The ordinary seamen drew uader $10.
The hoarding masters I saintly Phila-
delphia bad eaten us up, and within a
week most of us were at sea aguin. I

was nshore only eight days and them
bad to give n note for two months®
pay in order to get on ship."”

Noveltien In Whiskers, ]

“Tho mont remarkable whisker novald
tr," the barber sald, "is to be found
in France. Frenchmen for tbe lasi
pix months bave been wearing box
beards. A box beard Is es sguiare o
¢ plece of carpentry, nine inchas long,
five inches wide, two luches deef,
every corner sbarp and tige acd sl
the surfaces, upper and uuder aud
side. amonthed as if with a plane

“The box beard |s neat and gueer,
It was iIntroduced by the &ing of the
Belgiuns, ‘The English kave a pew
mustache—the hutterfly, The butters
fy 18 uot more than two i{nches long,
It |» just u feathery little thing under
the wose, with ende turning upward
and nward. , It hds been wdojted by
Hll the roung army officers. The king
Lus stataped it with the sramp of his
Lporoval, %

*You will bavdly belleve it, but in
Ltaly the patch_ ls Loing worn, The
L'allan hus bis chith shayed smaoth ex-
ropt fer a tiny circular patch the size
of a shirt stOd: awnd in thiz patch be
grows a lirtie ruft u half inch long,
It 1s o8 though the Itolian had a mole
thiere, but bhe has no mole really. The
patch s just his coquetry."—cChlcage
Cnromicle,

Birds “Go to the Sa4."

Consul General Bray reporis from
Melbourpe, Australlo, that the Eng-
lish starlings introduced from (ireat
Britain for the destroction of ‘hsects
and protected by law have chauged
their habits and have become a pest to
orchardists,

The few pairs brought into the state
have increased to myriads and bave
become so deatructive to the fruit ino-
duostry that the egulations framed for
their protection have been repealed
and steps are advocated for thelr eradls
ecation,

The fruit destroyed by them included
peaches, pears. charries, figs. apricota,
plums, grapes, strawberries and ap-
ples. [From maoy districts reports
come that frult growing 'will have ta
be given up unless sowe radical stape
nre taken,

Inscct eating birds. such as kings
fishers, diamond bhirds, tree swallows
and tree creepars, are driven out of
their nesting places by smrilngs, and
before loug these birds will be drivem
out of the slath.

That is & woree record even than the
Pnglish sparrow has mnde in this couns
try. -

Japhh's Dmpover. Ly

Dencribing “the perscmal appearanes
of Mutsthitod ihe emperor of Japan, &
recent writer says: “On this occasion
nis majosty walked, or scomed to walk,
with n slight etoop.” O0 other occasions
when In his cariage or on horsebacls,
the sfodp was not noticeable. Yet it in!
nowige impaised: the dignity of his
corriage. His Nilr is coarse and blackl
a8 the,mane of an Orleff horse, axeapts'
Iog o tinge ot'p‘ls at the teples, and
1a brasbed well up from ble forehead. 4

“His uose large, the nostrils full, the
lips thick without: being seneucus and
the under jaw vy, convey an [me,
pression of iron detorminstion and tes
nacity:of ‘purpose. He wears a huvy‘
mustache and thin chin whiskers, l'.m:tq
but not least, were the eyas, luatreas,
dark, Intelligent and of plercing keems
ness. !

“Those eyes peered forth thyoughl
alinond salita from under a high, threate
ening brow, In their awiftly changing
expreasion they were at once an index
nnd o revelation' of the personaitts
ghining through them,

An Erratio Reporter,
Benator; Hansbrough of North Dakes
ta, according to the Buffalo Commer-
clal, owns u country, peper, though of

late’ years he has beeu unable to give

it much gitentjon, dependikg oo jours
nallsts of:the ‘il t vamety & good
part of the tige. . * ‘4L them have
been'gdodhed; toe,)' says“the senator,
“and*® souie; Bh¥e’' beenSotherwigse. I
had one who avis or satlsfied with
simplicity. He weuld refer to anm
‘squine horse' and’ in the case of a
tramp killed in a rai . accident sald
that the ‘unfertunate mdh’vhsfalusd &
fracture of the spirsl col ' Anothe
mi

er of bis pet expressiona

the light bombastic.toe.' T dMn't
these 80 much,.but’ whenifite dau
wha malried

ceeding down the |hln‘m

Ing straine of Mende! & Son's wedding
masch’ l"lldi:l that we badl reuched

the partidgof the ways




